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Blood on Blood 


Rough, splinter-gouged hands stroked the nape of Troy's neck, tilting his head back and gently encouraging his 
throat forward. Teeth trailed behind fingers that lost their way in fine black hair, tongue and lips pushing at 
skin, desperate to break the surface before sharp teeth had their chance. 

Joey growled, hoarse and deep in the back of his throat, and Troy laughed. 


"You sound like a pig," he gasped, slapping his hands against Joey's broad shoulders, nails slipping on sweat and 


water. 


"You sound like a whore," Joey countered, and grinned as Troy squealed with indignation. "Now who sounds like a 
pig?" 


Troy slapped his chest again, fingers hooking on thick silver barbells. The rings on his fingers caught on the 


bars through Joey's nipples, and he cooed at the faint clink of metal on metal. Sweat gathered under his 
fingernails, and he blushed at the way Joey's lips curled. 


"| don't understand why you like it." he muttered, following Joey's gentle coaxing and twisting the barbells 
slightly. Joey's arms tightened around him and he crushed Troy against the wall, lifting him up slightly. Troy 


squealed again. 


"Is my spinach. My medicine. Seeing those pretty fingers hurting me just makes me want you more," Joey's 
eyes glittered as he teased, fingers roaming over an expertly tailored waistband. Troy blushed pink and tried to 


wriggle away, succeeding only in pushing back against the wall and forward against Joey's hips. 


"You shouldn't say things like that, it sounds horrible," Troy whispered, tipping his head back and moaning 
weakly against Joey's fingers. They worked the tie knotted around his neck, prying the pink silk free and tossing 
to the ground. His shirt followed, scrapped against the plaster wall. Troy's eyes went wide. 


lll buy you a new one, baby." Joey silenced him, knowing that look well enough to guess the next words. "I'l 


buy you a whole suit. New shoes. Just don't fight me on this." 


A moment's pouting passed over his lips and Troy shrugged, smiling with his eyes. His pale fingers, tipped red 
from a night's strumming, flicked at his belt. 


"Just try not to stand on my pants too much, okay?" The belt was worked free so quickly that Joey had to 
laugh, and he nodded. His relationship with Troy was one based on a series of negotiations, but the end result 


was always worth it. They didn't need to talk, now. It all fell to routine. 


Joey's strong hands, still damp and hard from a gig well played, loosened Troy's pants until they fell to his 
knees. His own were less complicated, the fleece sweats were already slung low enough for the pierced head of 
his prick to nudge free. He rubbed it against his tattooed wrist and grunted softly, flickering his tongue against 
Troy's lips until they parted. 


He could only kiss Troy like this after a show, when his adrenaline still ran high enough that he didn't mind the 
biting, the growling and the snapping, Troy didn't care if Joey sucked the breath out of his lungs, but only 
when they were still shaking from the stage. 


Breaking away long enough to spit on the palm of his hand, Joey pushed his sweats down and grabbed the base 
of his cock, already slick with precome and sweat. Troy panted and gasped impatiently, eyes screwed shut and 
head tilted back The cool plaster wall scraped at his back, rubbing it as red as his cheeks. 


Joey lifted one knee, bracing it against the wall, and his hands slid over Troy's hips. He lifted easily, long arms 
wrapped tightly around Joey's shoulders and legs spread wide. He hooked one knee over Joey's and hoisted 


himself up further. 


"Ready, baby?" Joey whispered, his voice no more than a desperate croak on the tip of his tongue. Troy 


nodded, eyes still closed, and he whimpered softly . Ready wasn't a word he'd use with Joey..the cool, thick ring 
and the following burn as he was stretched open upon entry wasn't something he could prepare for, but he 
wanted it all the same. 


Joey's nails dug into his hips and drew the blood his tongue had so desperately wanted. One thick arm wrapped 
around Troy's waist, steadying him, and Joey held his cock steady with the other. 


When he pushed in, they shared the pain. Troy sobbed and twisted, jerking against the wall and clinging to Joey 
so tightly he was almost afraid that if he let go, Joey would disappear and all that would be left was the 


unsettling burn. 


Joey flinched and locked his legs firmly, tightening his grip on Troy's hips. He hurt more than he'd ever tell 
Troy; sinking into the tight, grasping heat of his body was almost too intense. Troy twisted and it yanked on 
the piercing through the head of his prick, but Joey relished the sting and the burn. He'd left that with other 
bands, other relationships, but the occasional scratch or twinge from fucking Troy was more than enough to 
satisfy him now. 


With barely enough time to adjust, they started to move together, up and down against the wall, Joey's hips 
pushing Troy in stilted, jolting thrusts. Their breathing was erratic, gasping and drawn, and their foreheads 
pressed together with eyes closed. 


Troy whined and arched forward as Joey changed the angle, moving forward faster now, sparing no time for 
tender strokes and touches. In return, Troy shoved himself down and twisted his hips, wrenching himself 
around on Joey's prick, feeling the heavy steel ring move inside of him. Opening his eyes for a moment, the 


pain and bliss on Joey's face made him smile. Troy knew what he needed. 


He leant down a little and lay his head in the crook of Joey's neck, still holding tight to his shoulders. Moaning 
weakly in his ear, Troy bared his teeth and sunk them into the thick, twitching tendon whipping it's way across 
Joey's shoulder and up the back of his neck. He bit him hard, tongue pressing against skin and tattoo, and held 


on. 


Joey cried out, one hand snapping up from Troy's hip to shove hard against the wall, the plaster cracking 
beneath his palm as he steadied himself. He crushed Troy against the cold wall and shuddered as he fucked 
him harder, his free hand set firmly on Troy's thigh. 


Teeth clenched and brown eyes screwed shut, Joey came with a sudden and deep growl. His hips pinned Troy's 
like darts and he held there, back locked tight and fingers digging into both plaster and skin. He snarled Troy's 


name and pushes as far in as he could, holding him as he began to shudder and twitch. 


Troy moaned, whining like a dog as he twisted against Joey. His lips worried the bruising bite mark and his hips 
rolled up, legs squeezing Joey's waist as he spilled himself between them. He kept moving after he came, his 
body holding tightly to the feeling and motion of being so roughly pulled back and forth. It took Joey's strong 
hand on the small of his back for him to stop, gently disentangling him and helping him to stand on his own. 


"You okay?" he whispered, fingers reaching up to brush over the mark on the side of his neck. He wasn't 


surprised to see a smear of saliva-slick red on them. Troy blushed. 


"Mmm. | think so. Should go home." He reached out and slid his arm around Joey's waist, groping pathetically 
for his pants with the other. Joey laughed and helped him dress, tying his own pants around his waist. Like so 


many drummers before him, he lacked the need for a shirt. 


Troy glanced up at him, his lips pink Joey couldn't help but entertain the thought of his blood adding such a 
pretty colour to his boy's mouth. 


‘lm sorry | bit you." 


Joey laughed softly, shaking his head and resting his hands on Troy's hips. They'd have to go past the others 
to get to the cars. Nick would laugh and whistle, Mark's smirk would be hidden behind a cloud of smoke, and 
Josh would say the first sarcastic thing that came to mind. But none of that mattered. A year ago, he would 
have had to plead with Troy for hours just to get him to sleep naked. Now with so much time between them, 
he only had to moan to get that little extra push. 


"Bite me harder next time, and we'll call it even, yeah?" 
Troy blushed again and nodded, his fingertips flicking over Joey's nipples as they walked down towards the 


dressing room. Sometimes it was worth taking a little pain and discomfort, in order to give out just the right 


amount. 


